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FEANCESCA DA RIMINL 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. 

Lanciotto comes out of his room to meet Guido, and ihey 
embraoe one another affectùyrujiely. 

Guido. Francesca wish'd to see me 1 so at once 
I left Ravenna, for the whole world's throne 
Would be less dear to me than my child's love. 

Lane, Guido ! what a change is bere since last 
You saw this palace on my marriage-day 1 
The streets of Rimini are no longer glad 
With merry songs and games. You will not now 
Hear people say of me, " There is no King 
In ali the world as happy as Lanciotto.'^ 
The Princes of Italy then envied me, 
I now deserve their pity. Francesca then 
With her own loveliness, and that light veil 
Of melancholy, which threw an angel's grace 
About ber, won ali bearts; the gay world 
Stili thought to find excuses for her grief 
In loss of home, and in the modesty 
Of a pure mind, which sbrunk from marriage 
And a loud court's applauso. Her grief at last 
Began to yield to timo, With less sad eyes 
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Francesca seem*d io meet lier husband's gaze. 

No longer would she fly to solittìde, 

But with compassionate ears would listen 

To the poor people's tales of misery, 

And teli me their complaints^ and say, "I love you 

Because you are just, and reign with mercy.'* 

€ruido. Oh, you will make me weep ! A child she was. 
Ali smiles, ali joy. Her life was like a path 
That runs through flowers. Her glance would throw 
The happy spirit of her own light years 
On ali it fell upon. Who could foretell 
So soon so sad a change? Alasi the light 
Of so much happìness is quench*d at once 
By the first gush of grief. War has robb'd her 
Of a lov'd brother. Irreparable loss ! 
She used to weary heaven with her prayers 
For this dear brother's sake, fighting abroad. 

Lane, Her grief for this lost brother is beyond 
Ali reach of consolation. She abhors 
The man who slew him. She, so kind, so mild, 
Hates him to death; and in vain I teli her 
"Our fELthers were at war. Paul, my brother, 
Has kill*d your brother, but in open war. 
It grieves him deeply that he kill'd your brother, 
For ali the feelings of a gallant soldier 
Live in Paul." But my words are heard, not felt 
Even bis name affrights her; and I grieve, 
For stili I cannot cease to love my brother; 
And, lately hearing that he'd soon return 
Home to bis country, my heart leap*d with joy. 
I ^egg'd and pray'd her to receive him kindly* 
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A wild scream was her answer* ''He oomes back!" 
She criedy and swooning, fell upon the ground. 
And, should I teli jonì I then thougbt her dead, 
And in my fury swore that Va revenge 
Her death ! ay, even in my brother's blood. 

Guido» Àlas ! and coidd you ì 

Lane, Heaven broke the oath. 

She heard the words, and, eeiz'd with horror, stretch'd 
Out her trembling hands, and cried, '^Swear! swear! 
To love your brother. When l'm in the grave 
Hell he your dearest friend." So she made me 
Both love aud hate him« She now longs to go 
Home to Havenna^ that she may not meet 
This man who slew her brother. 

Guido, When I first 

Receiv'd your lettor, I fear'd some illness. 
You know how deep I love her. I began 
To dread that I might live too long. You 
Understand me? 

Lane, . Oh, too well, too well. 
When I look at her in her sleep, and see 
Her eyes shut fast, no sign of moving life 
About her sweet fair &,ce, I often draw 
My lips above her lips, in baste, to try 
If she stili breathes. I bave tried to please her 
With feasts and gorgeous entertainments 
Day after day, but only wearied her. 
I bave deck'd her with bright gems> and ali that gold 
Can buy; she thank'd me, but was not happy. 
She is religious. I bave built new shriues 
Where many virgins ever pray for her. 
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That she may stili protect them with her love. 

She knows that I in every way have tried 

To please her, and she tells me so in tears. 

Vile thoughts then startle me. May there noi be 

Some rivai to my ìoreì But, Gpd of Heaven! 

Surely a heart most innocent and pnre 

Shines forth in ali her life. Lo ! here she cornea. 

SCENE IL 
Francesca and the mme. 

Guido, Embiace me, child, 'tis L 

Frane. my fiither l 

Let me coyer you with kisses I 

Guido. My child! 

Here in my bosom let your heart meet mine. 
Come you, too, Prince; ye are both my children. 
May Heayen blesa you! Thus I press'd you both 
Upon your marriage-day. 

Frane, Ah, me! that day! 

Were you then happy, father? 

Guido. Eh? thinkyou, 

You could be happy, and your father sad 
The self-same day? 

Frane, I felt in truth that day 

A wild, a strange foreboding in my heart, 
That I would poison with eternai grief 
My husband's days. Father, I told you so. 
I did not ask for marriage, but I wish'd 
To take the veìL You told me that my marriage 
Would make you happy, and I obeyd you. 
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Guido, What! Ooald you ask a h,theT for the yeil, 
When you are now hie only living child? 
Conld you destroy bis hopes some day to hold 
Grandchildren on his knees) 

Frane. Not for myself 

Do I complaini Qoà haa been pleas'd to lay 
A heavy weigbt of sorrow on my beart; 
I bear the load in silence. Ali my lìfe, 
Or in the world, or in tbe lonely celi, 
Would stili bave been bedew'd witb bitter tears ; 
But tben my silent grief would not bave marr'd 
Anotber's bappiness. Free from my beart 
My prayers would tben bave risen to my God, 
In pity to look down upon my life, 
And take me from tbis wretcbed vale of tears. 
I cannot now seek deatb, for while I live, 

noble busband, tbougb I grieve you much, 
My deatb would grieve you more. 

Lane. Omywife! 

Cruel and kind at once. Embitter ali 
My days, poison my life, but only live. 

Frane. Too mucb you love me, and I always fear 
Tby love will some day into batred tum, 
To punisb me for faults not quite my own, 
At least not of my will. 

Lane. Wbat faults ? 

Frane, Alas ! 

1 speak to you of love in poor, weak terms. 

Lane. Wbat! you tben know tbe weakness of your 
love! 
I never yet could speak tbe tbongbt tbat now 
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Bursts from my heart. Ton wkh, you try 

To love your^husband; but, God! you try in vaim 

Fraric, What terrible words I 

Lane. I do net cali you guilty, 

For our affections often are beyond 
Our own control. 

Frane. Ehi 

Lane. Pardon me, I say 

I do not cali you gaìlty. I blame you net. 
But can it be that your long secret grief 
Is the strong struggle of an honest heart 
With some wrong love 1 

Frane. fiEitherl teli him ali ! 

And save your daughter's honour. Here I swear 
Upon my knees that innocent l've liv'd 
Beneath thy roof ; and that since my marriage 
I never bave the least occasion given 
For suspicion. 

Lane. Forgive me. Mighty love 

Has ever been a forger of strange doubts. 
Alas 1 how oft Pve thought within myself, 
If blameless love in her yet virgin breast 
Once lit its flame, and if she stili adores 
The secret memory of my rivai, 
What right bave I to tear the cruel wound 
Open afresh, and pry into her grief? 
Oh, may th^s grief, if such its hateful source, 
In her own bosom unmolested sleep 
For everl But my doubts one day grew strong, 
(I scarce know whether I should teli you,) when, 
Trying to soothe you for your brother's loss^ 
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I had been praising him. As if overcome 
By sudden passion, you exclaim'd aloud-^ 
"Wliither, best belov'd! my heart's dear friend, 
Whither hast tho'u gone? Why comest not home? 
If but to see me once before I die." 

Frano, Did I say so? 

Lane. Ay, and tbose words did not 

Seem spoken of your brother. 

Frane, What! will you 

Tbus pry into tbe raving words whicb burst 
Fortb from the broken-hearted? Is it not 
Enough to be unhappy? Is unhappiness 
A sin? Alasi ~the world is leagu'd against 
Th' unfortunate, and, under the pretence 
Of pity, hates them! No; 'tis not pity, 
But the grave, such spirits ask. Bring me 
To my last rest, and TU lie down with joy, 
Happy to 'scape for ever from the world. 

Guido. She wanders in her mind. 

Lane. Why do you look 

At me so wildly? 

Frane. Art not thou the cause 

Of ali my wretchedness? Why did you bring 
Me from the land that holds my mother's grave? 
My grief would there bave died away in time; 
But every look and stop bere feeds its course. 
And calls back to my memory ' Oh, I rave ! 
IVe lost my mind ! I wander ! 

Lane. Yes, at once 

You shall with Guido to Eavenna go. 

Guido. Prince, stop, I pray you. 

Lane* Oh, I give up my rights* 
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ni Dever go to tear thee from thy home. 
The wretched man who fiUs thee with snch scorn^ 
Yet calls thee wife, and loves thee above ali, 
Never again will stand before your eyes. 
Bnt if, perhaps, a kinder thought some day 
Steals o'er your mind, moving you to pity, 
And you return not — ^you'll not know me then, 
ril be so wom with grief — ^l'il quickly feel 
Thy presence in my heart, and fly to you 
To blesa you and forgive you. 

Frano. Lanciotto, 

Tou weepl 

Guido, ÌJLy child. 

Frane. Pather, you've never eeen 

So guilty daughter, or so thankless wife. 
I fear vile words burst from me in my grief, 
But only from my lips. 

Ghiido. Oh, shorten not my life, 

Nor mock your hnsband's virtues, unto whom 
Heaven gave you, a lov'd and worthy wife. 
More light the cold earth will above me He, 
If you will swear some day upon my grave, 
That happy in bis children and your love 
TouVe made your husband. 

Frane. I abridge the life 

Of my dear feitherl No, I stri ve to be 
Both fEiithfal wife and child. May God give me 
More strength ! Pray with me. 

Guido. Heaven, give 

Again thy peace to my child t 

Lane. To my wife I 
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SCENE III. 

A Page and the same. 

Page. A Kniglit knocks at the gate. 
Frane, You must haye need 

Of rest, my fother. Come, TU lead the way. 

SCENE IV. 
Lanciotto and the Page, 

Lane, His namel 

Page. He told me not; but I can guess 

His name. He stepp'd into the waiting-hall, 
And when he saw the old ancestral arms 
That hang upon the walls, he shook with joy, 
And 'mong the rest, he knew thy father's shield. 

Lane, Oh! Paul, my brother. 

Page. Ha ! see, bere he comes. 

SCENE V. 

Paul and Lanciotto run into each other^s arms, and 

emhrace affectixmately. 

Lawi, Oh, my brother 1 

Paul, Lanciotto, how sweet these tears ! 

Lane. Friend of my youth ! my only friend on earth 1 
What long,, long years bave pass'd sincé last we mei 

Pavl, 'Twas bere we parted at our last faìrewell ; 
There was another with us then. Alas! 
I felt that I would never see bim more. 

Lan/:, Ourfather! 
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Paul* Yes, and when you clos'd his djing eye^ 

On bis death-bed, did he forget his Paul? 

Xanc. With his last breath he called upon youmame. 

Favi, He bless'd me ! He from Heaven sees us stili 
TJnitedy and is happy in onr joys. 
Oh, for the future let us always live, 
Brothers united by the bonds of love. 
I*m weary of the empty noise of £Ebme. 
IVe spilt my blood for the Greek Emperor, 
Fighting 'gainst men who ne'er offended me, 
And bave receiy'd great honours at his hands. 
But these loud uniyersal compliments 
Only disgusted me. In what good cause 
Have I, a hir*d soldier, shed my blood ? 
Italy ! how gladly I would draw 
My sword for thee, if threats of envious foes 
Caird forth thy strength ! Far, above ali the lands 
That the sun shines upon, Italy ! 
Art thou not the most lovely % Thou hast been , 
The nursing-mother of ali noble arts. 
Birth-place of heroes I e'en thy dust has once 
Breath'd in great men. Thy happy genius woke 
The courage of my ancestors. Ali dear 
To me stili live witbin thy sacred bounds. 

Lane, To see thee, know thee, and not love thee>Paal ! 
Would not be possible ! She hates thee. No; 
She surely canuot hate thee. v 

Food. Who % 

Lane, You soon 

Will know. You've not yet seen a tender bond 
Of my sweet happiness. 
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PavX, Are you in love % 

Lana* Am I in love 1 Oh, yes ! with ali njy heart* 
X lore a woman, the most beautiful, 
And most nnhappy 1 

Pavl. I, too, am in love. 

Oh, let US here in confidence exchange 
Our heartfelt griefs ! 

Lane, My dying father laid 

A marriage with a certain house on me 
To strengthen peace between us. I obey'd 
His last command. 

Fani, The lady of your love 

Is then your wife ? And does she not love thee ? 
And art thou not most happy ? 

Lane. false doubt ! 

I cannot say she does not love me well. 
She would bave lov'd you too ; but in the war 
You slew ber brother, and she dreads to bear 
Your name, and will not see you. 

FauL, Speak. Her name ? 

Quick, teli me ? 

Lane, You bare seen her once yourself 

At Guido's princely courf. 

TauL. What I* 

Lane. His daughter. 

Fauh Francesca 1 Sbeloves you? Is she your wife ? 
'Tis trae, too true. . . . Her brotber. . . . I am guilty ! 

Lan^, Alas, her tears bave never ceas'd to flow, 
And since she board the news of your return 
Sbe hates this house. 

* Paul can scarcely conceal bis terrible agitation. 
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Fani, She will noi eren see me f 

I had look'd forward to much liappiness 
Beneath my brother's roof. . • . • But I will fly. 
And spend mj days in some ùa distant land. 

Laìic. Our fsither's house is large enough for botb ; 
You masi noi leave me thns. 

FatU, Oh, live in peace ! 

A man shoold always think first of his wife. 
Love her with ali yonr heart. Here, take this sword ; 
It will remind you of your brother Paul, 
And gire me thine instead«* 

Zane. Fani ! 

FauL Perhaps 

We'll meet some day, if I snrviye this blow. 
Our hearts will then beat cooler. Time, slow time, 
Whìch subdues ali things, will bare wom away 
Francesca's hatred, and she'll cali me brother. 

Lane, Your eyes are full of tears. 

Fard. I too lov'd one, 

Who was the only woman in the world 
To my fond eyes. Oh, she did not hate me. 

Zane. And you've lost ber. 

Fayl. Heav'n has robb'd me of her. 

Zane. Oh, let a brother's love console your loss. 
Your griefs and gentle ways would melt the heart 
Even of Francesca. Come ! We'll go this way. 

Faid, What ! there I Alas, I dare not meet ber yet. 

* Faul uses a little gentle yiolence to make this ezehange. 



-^ 
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AOT II. 
SCENE I. 

Guido and Peancesoa, 

Frane, The air is freslier bere. 
Guido. Whither do yoa 

Wander, thus wrapp'd in thought ? 

Frane. Hark ! did not you 

Hear his . • , . Paul's yoicel 

Guido, Yen need not iremble so. 

He will not come before you 'gainst your will. 

Frane, Perbaps a friend has told him tbat I bate bim ; 
And does it grieve him ì 

Guido, Oh, it breaks his beart ; 
And he would wish to go, but stili Lanciotto 
Eeeps him. 

Frane, He wisb'd to go 1 

Guido, Yonr mind seems now 

To be more calm. Lanciotto bopes tbat you 
To-day will check the passion of your grief, 
And bear bis brotber's presence. 

Frane^ dear iia.ther ! 

Here lay your band upon my beart, and feel 
How quick it beate. Bimini seem'd dead 
To me; these palace-waUs a joyless tomb. 
You must not leave me, father; you alone 
Share ali my griefs and joys. You ne ver wero 
My enemy. Oh, you would pity me 
If you but , • . . 
Guido, Wbat I 

B 
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Frane. • . • • Enew ali that I endare. 

How bitter 'tis to live alone in heart ! 
Bai you console me wìth jonr sympaHij. 
I dare net trust mjself with others ; bat 
To you I can disclose tbe grie£si I feeL 
I cannot wear a doublé face. I show 
At onoe.my joys and griefs. Yet bere I must 
Deep bidè my tboaghts, or else betray myself, 
If otice a careless word fell from my lips 
Before tbe world. But you would bidè my grief ; 
And if I was in danger your kind band 
Wonld draw me back. 

Guido, Ob, tbere is no disgulse 

In your pure beart E*en your most secret tbougbts, 
Wben with your fatber, find tbeir liberty. 

Frane. I bum to teli you ali ! Wbat do I say ? 
Wbere sball I bidè myself 1 Open, dull eartìi ! 
Hide my disgrace ! 

Guido. Speak ! Heav'n spurs you on. 

Speak, and fear not. Concealment is to you 
Tbe woist ef punisbments. 

Frane. 'Tis my dùty 

To feìgn and to keep silence. 'Twas weakness 
To ask for consolation. It would be 
A sin to lay so black a crime before 
A &tber, wbo gave me tbe best of men, 
Tet did not make me bappy. 

Guido. Wbat! 'Tisi 

Wbo broke my daagbter's beart ì 

Frane Oh, no*; not tbou. 

I feel my courage &.il me. Come 1 dread force ! 
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Help me tbrough tMis last scene. I long bave won 

Tlie battle with my passionj but I dread 

These last days of my life. Help me, fatber, 

To dose them purely. Yes ! I long bave known 

Lanciotto's wild sospicions. But I am 

Innocent. I bave been a faitbful wife, 

And always claim tbat name. But you grow pale, 

Fatber; you tum your eyes from me; you dread • . . 

Guido. No, cbildj teli me ali. 

Frane, Ab ! your quìck fears drive 

Tbe colour from your cbeeks. 

Guido, Notbing. A spasm 

Here in my beart, wbicb soon will pass away. 
How sweetly an old fatber leans upon 
A grateful daugbter ! 

Frane» Ob ! your reproacb 

Is true. 'Tis I wbo've been a tbankless cbild. 
Ob, punisb me 1 

Guido, Good God, wbat wreteb batb da^d 

To kindlo lawless passìon in tby breast ì 

Frane. Ob, cali bim not a wreteb ! He does not kn(»w 
Tbat I love bim; and be does not love me. 

Guido. Whùì Wbere is be? 'Tis, perbaps,toseehim 
Tbat you now basten to Ravenna back? 

Frane, No; but to sbun bim, ^^ttber. 

Guido. Wbere is be ? 

Wbere is be, tben ? Come teli me f 

Frane. Ob, be cairn J 

You promis'd to bear widi me. He is bere 
In Rìmini. 

Guido, Wbo Comes here ? 

b2 
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SCENE II. • 

Lanciotto and the same. 

Lane* Ha I you look 

Agitated. A short while since I thought 
Tonr heart liad grown more kind. 

Guido, Francesca ! we'll start 

To-morrow. 

Lane. What 1 

Guido. 'Tis ber own wìsh. 

Frane. Father ! 

Guido. Eh ! can you dare io stay ?* 

SCENE III. 
Lanciotto and Francesca. 

Frane. Ah I my fiather 

Is the most cruel to me.f 

Lane, Am I the man 

You wish to shnn ì I thought you felt my grief. 
To fly from Paul, you need not fly from me, 
For Paul is on the ève of going hence. 

Frane. Paul goes away 9 

Lane. Ay, life would he a curse, 

A burden to him, where he's hated so. 

Frane, It grieves him deeply, then ì 

Lane, IVe tried in vain 

To tum him from his purpose. He has swom 
An oath to leave this place. 

Frane. He loves you much» 

* To Francesca. ., t To herself. 
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Lane, His heart ìs wann and noble. I believe 
Some passionate love has overcome him, and 
Under its sway he lives. 

Frano, Love's rietini % 

Lane, Ay, 

Your heart would melt with pity if you heard him. 

Frane, Oh, why then does he come to Rimini ; perhaps 
He thinks l've got another brother bere 
For him to kill ? It must be to my min 
That he comes hither. 

Lane, Most unjust woman ! 

He prays that you, before he leaves this place, 
Would for a moment see him, bear him speak. 
Kemember he's your kinsman. He soon starts 
On a long voyage. Perhaps you never will 
See him again. Beligion cries to you — 
Pardon him. If I had an enemy, 
Who was about to cross the seas, and wishM 
To press my band in frieudship ere he went, 
I would embrace him warmly; 'tis so sweet 
To pardon ! 

Frane, Oh, forbear! I blush with shame ! 

L<mc. Who knows but that the boundless seas willroll 
Between you while you live ; and after death, 
In Heaven where we ali shall meet again, 
You surely could not stili abhor my brother % 

Frane, husband ! you must know .... Oh^ pardon me! 

Lane, My brother comes. 

Frane. God !* 

^Francesca throws herself ìnto the arma of Lanciotto. 
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SCENE IV. 
Fattl and ihe tame, 

PauU What^ 'tis Francesca^ 

Lane. Oonrage, PauL 

Pavl, What shall I say? Are yon stili 

The same Francesca? If shell noi lei me see her^ 
Will she cousent to listen? Better fly; 
When seas divide ns, FU be hated less. 
brother, teli ber I do not desenre^ 
And quìte forgive, ber batred. I did Icill 
Her brotber, but against my will. In rage, 
At the lost fighi, be rusb'd npon my sword, 
Or l'd bave gladly thrown away my own, 
To sare bis life. 

Frane, Whatl Is your brotber gone?* 
But list ! what sigbs I bear. Some bapless wretch 
At odds with fortune. 

Pavl. 'Tis I, Francesca, 

The most unbappy man in ali the world, 
Wbose grief has burst its bonds. What ! I mnst qnit 
My fiather's bonse? My beart has not yet bled 
Enongb ? 'T was not enough to lose my love, 
But I must lose friends, brotber, country, ali. 

Frane. l'U never be a cause of woe between 
Two brothers, to divide them. I fly bence, 
But you stay bere, Lanciotto wants a friend. 

Pavl, And do you love him? Tes, your duty bids yon 
Love him. Why, I love him, too. In strange lands, 

* Francesca is stili in the arma of Lanciotto, and does not 
dare to raise np her face. 
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When fighting io the wi^, IVe pften sav'd 
Weak woiuen, helpless prìsouers^ and young maid^ 
From the wild hands of my victarious men ; 
And when the voice of £Ekme hMh Q^iQxk'd me aa 
A brave bnt gentle soldier, then my thoqghts 
Have flown back to my brother, and l'd think 
To see already the thrìce-bappy day, 
When with just pride he'd welcome my r^turp, 
And Italy and its fair women would 
Rejoice to praise the stainless soldìer's name. 
But curs'd have been the glories of my arms, 
Curs'd my triumphs. 

Frane, Whatl then 'twas when you 

Fonght in those foreign lande — ^you say, that oft 
Yen look'd with pity on the captive maids, 
You sav'd the women and the brides — perhaps 
'Twas then you eaw the star that sovereign reigns 
Over your heart Alas, what rash, wild words! 
Go! gol I hate you. 

Paul. Adien, Lanciotto, 

Adien, Franeesca.* 

LanCk Nay, Paul, a moment i^p. 

SCENE V. 

Lanciotto and Feanoesca, 

Frane. Alas i l'm tom with giief 1 

Itane. What? Do you feel, 

'Francesca hearing Paul going away, cannot help casting a 
glance upon him. He would wish to speak to ber, but fearing 
to betraj the terrible pawion which agitate^ him» eacnipea away. 
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Hard bearti or only feign to pity Paoli 
Why do you shed such floods of tears, if you 
Must make as ali nnliappy? Speak 1 l'il know 
The due of your strange thoughts. l'm sick at lasi 
Of youp extravagance. 

Frano, And I, in truth, 

Am weary of your false reproaclies, but 
Oan feel no peace until I leave tbis world. 



AOT III. 
SCENE L 
Paul aJUyM. 



Paul, l'il see ber once — ay, for tbe last, last time^ 
Love blinds my eyes to duty. It would be 
My duty to fly bence^ and never see ber. 
I cannot go. Ob, bow sbe look'd at me ! 
Her grief batb only giv'n ber new cbarms, 
And stripp'd ber beauty of ita eartbly dross. 
Yet IVe lost ber ! Lanciotto batb robb'd me 
Of tbis sweet prize. I cannot love my brotber. 
He is bappy. Long years of bappiness 
Are stili before bim. But sbonld a brotber 
Tbus break a brotber's beart to please bis ownl 

SCENE II. 
Fbakoesoa cornea forward mihout ae&ing Pauì. 

Frane. Wbere is my fatber? I could leam from bim 
If yet stays bere my kinsman. Tbese old walls 
Will be for eyer dear to my memory. 



j 
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Yes, l'il let free my spirit on tliis spot, 
That's often been besprinkled by bis tears. 
Begone ! foul, wicked thougbts. I am a wife. 

Paul, Hark ! as sbe walks alone, sbe talks and weeps. 

Frane. Ab, I must leave tbìs place. It is too full 
Of him. ril go, and on my knees will pray 
To God, in mercy to forgile my sins, 
Tbat be, tbe only rest of broken bearts, 
May not abandon me in my distress. t 

Paul, Francesca! 

Frane, Heaven ! Sir, wbat seek you beref 

Paul, Once more to speak witb you. 

Frane, To speak witb me? 

Ob, see ! I am alone. Fatber, bave you 
Abandon'd mei Ob, baste! and belp your cbild! 
ril strive to fly. 

Paul. Wbitberl 

Frane, Sir, I pray you, 

Fursue me not. Bespect my wisb. I fly 
For refuge to my God to pray. Alas ! 
Tbe wretobed bare mucb need of Heaven's belp. 

Paul, And I will kneel beside you on tbe floor 
Of my forefatber's palace. Is tbere one 
Wbose beart witb grief batb bled so mucb as mine ? 
Our prayers will rìse togetber to tbe skies. 
You for my deatb will pray, wbose name you baie ; 
ril pray tbat God may listen to your vows 
Witb favour, and forgi ve your cruelty. 
And bless your life witb long and bappy days, 
And give you ali you wisb — ^your busband's love, 
And cbildren like bim. 
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Frane. Paul! Ob, check these tearei ! 

I never wish'd your death. 

Faul But you hate mei 

Frane. And if my duty bids me to bate yon, 
Are you tbe worse] I do not vex your life. 
To-morrow I shall be &r bence. You'U thea 
Be pleasant company to your brother, 
To soothe him in my lo89, for be*U grieve mueb. 
Alas ! bis heart alone in Rimini 
Wìll feel for me. Tou must a secret leam, 
But do not let it reach your brotber's ears^ 
That I will never see this place again. 
My grief will kill me. Oh, when Lanciotto 
Hears of my death, you must console him; and, 
Thenisbed a tear for me. 

Paul. Francesca! Ifyou 

Hate me, am I the worse? Are these your words? 
Beautiful as the pureòt angel, wbom 
God in a transport of almighty love 
Calls into life, ador'd by ali around, 
A happy wife, can you in these Ughi terme 
Thus speak of death | It calls to me, wbom thirst 
Of empty fame drew from bis home. Alas! 
While fighting in the wars, my father died* 
Wbom I bad always boped to see again ; 
For if my father bad but known my bearti 
He never would bave cross'd mj life. He'd bava 
Giv'n me ber, wbom IVe now lost for ever. 

Frane. What passionate words! Do you speak, of 
your lovel 
And is it in ber loss you grieve so much} 



FBANOEfiOA DA BIKINI. 27 

Is love SO fierce a tyrant in your beart? 

Oh ! love sbould oever be tbe onlj flame 

In a brave soldìer*s beart. His tbongbts should be 

To win brìgbt bonour on tbe baitle-field, 

Ai tbe sword's point Go I follo w bonoui^s flag, 

Or love, weak love, will bring you to disgrace. 

Paul. Ab,nie! wbatwords! Wouldyouthenpityme? 
Or bate me less, if I sbould win more fome 
In sayage war? Speak but the word! Just gay 
Tbe place, tbe years, and l'U be gone at once. 
So mucb tbe stiffer is tbe enterprise, 
So mucb tbe sweeter will ita struggles be, 
As you bave laid tbem on me. Hope of &me 
Has often nerv'd tbe vigonr of tbese arma j 
But thy command will gire me far more strengtb. 
l'il win my bonours in no tyrant*s ranks, 
My country's laurei crown sball be my prìze, 
But woven by your banda. Your yoice, your praise, 
One glance of your sweet eyes. 

Frane, Eternai God I 

Wbat words! 

Paul, I love you, Francesca, I love you ! 
My love batb broken loose in wild despair. 

Frane, Wbat do I bear? Or am I mad ? 

Paul, I love you. 

Fr, Wbat! Tou dare love me! Hush! if board you die. 
Tou love me ! Is your flame so sudden tben? 
Do you not know tbat Fm your brotber's wife? 
And can you lese so soon ali memory 
Of ber so late, so warmly lov'd. Alas ! 
Lei go my band. Thy kisses are a crime. 
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Paul, Sadden or new my love is not. T lost 
My loye. *Twas you. I spoke of you. I wept 
For you. *Twas you I lov'd, and always love, 
And will love unto deatb ; and, if I must 
Hereafter suflTer everlasting paìn, 
The cruel punishment of lawless love, 
Why stili so much the more in Hell TU cling 
To my eternai love. 

Frane. Can it he true 

That you lov'd me? 

Favi» The day that I arriv'd 

At Bavenna, as my father's ambassador, 
I saw you cross the hall in company 
With mouming women, and at a new grave 
Bend down and pray, and, with hands clasp'd to Heaven^ 
Bise from your knees in tears. I ask'd your name? 
The answer, Guido's daughter; and the grave? 
Her mother's. Oh, what pity fiU'd my heart 
For that afflicted child. Your face was veil'd 
Francesca, and I did not that day see 
Tour eyes, but from that day I lov'd you. 

FraiM. What! you lov'd mei 

Favi, Some time I tried to hide 

' My passion, but one day it seem'd to me 
That you had read my heart. You from your rooms 
Were coming towards the garden. I was'lying 
Stretch'd on a bed of flowers, near the lake, 
Thence gazing at your rooms. At your approach 
I rose in baste. Your eyes, fixed on a hook, 
Did not see me. A tear fell on the page. 
I spoke to you. My words were much disturb'd, 
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And flo in trutH were you. That book you gare me. 

We read together how Knight Lancelot 

Was seized by mighty love. We were alone^ 

Sospecting nothÌDg of each other's love. 

Onr eyes met. I grew pale. You trembled^ and 

Suddenly left me. 

Frane. well-remember'd day! 

Haye you that book? 

Paul, It reste upon my beart. 

It made me bappy in my banishment. 
Here is tbe page that we then read together 1 
See bere tbe line where fell tbe tear that day 
i'rom your dear eyes! 

Frane. Away, I pray you, go! 

Duty bidfl me think only of my brotber^ 
Slain by your arms. 

Paul, That blood was not then shed. 

cursed civil wars ! That iU-spilt blood 
Brobb'd me of ali my courage ! I did not dare 
To ask tby band, but went to fight in Asia. 

1 hop'd to come home soon^ and find thee sooth'd, 
My crime forgotten, and to win tby beart. 

Tes, I confess, I cherished the sweet hope 
To win tby beart. 

Frawi, Alas 1 I pray you, go, 

Respect my grief, my virtue. Where shall I find 
Strength to resist thee ? 

Po.ul, Oh, youVe press'd my band 1 

Joy ! pleasure ! Teli me why you press'd 
My bandi 

Frane. Paul ! 
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PattL Toa surel j do noi hmie me 1 

Frane, I onghi to hale joa. 

Pati/. CSan yon t 

Frane. No; I curnot. 

FauL happy worda I Ob, ay them, Iotc, again! 
Yoa do noi hate me. 

Frane I luive said too nrach. 

Grnel ! Is't not enongh 1 Oh, go ! Lcare me ! 

FaiiL I will not leare yoa till yoa teli me alL 

Frane. Have I not told yoa that I love yoo. Pani ? 
Alas ! the word has gone forth from my lips ! 
I loro yoOy and am dying for my love; 
£ut I will die in innocence. Oh, pìty 
My distress ! 

FatU, 'Tis trae then that yon love me 9 
Alas, my melancholy fate ! My mìnd 
Will break wìth grìe£ Tet sach wild joy 
Borsts throagh me in the midst of my despair. 
Ab passes words to teli. Can it he trae, 
That yoa in tmth lov'd me, and yet I lost yoa f 

Frane. 'Twas yoa who left me. I conld not belierre 
That I was lov'd by yoa. Let ns now part; 
This meeting be oar last 

Faul. It is not possible 

That ever TU leare yon. Let as at least 
Each day see one another. 

Frane. To betiay 

Oursdves, and in my hosband waken jealoasy ì 
And stain my name with shame ì Pani, fly henoe 1 
And leave me, if yoa love me ! 

Fatd. Carsed fole I 
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TarDisb your name ? No ; you're another'd vife. 
My duty is to die. Blot out my memory, 
And live in peace. What ! I disturb thy days ì 
Oh^ pardon me for these "wild words ! Weep noi. 
Try to forget me. Wretch ! What do I eay 1 
Nay^ love me, and the tears of pity shed 
Eor my hani destiny. I hate Lanciotto 1 
Heaven strengthen me ! Here 1 Brother !* 

SCENE III. 
Lanciotto^ Guido^ and the same. 

Paul. Give me 

Thy last embrace. 

Lane, In vain. 

Fatd, Nay, noi a Word 

AgaÌD9t my firm resolve. Fo\il aaspiòes 
Carne hither with me. Woe to thee ìf I . . . . 

Lane, WhatmeantheseWordà? Disdaìnisonthybrow. 

Paul, Oh, 'tis our cruel destiny in fault, 
Ànd not ourselves 1 Fianoescu, fare thee well 1 

Francf Si&y, Paul ! 

Lane. Whose voice is that ì 

Gnido.t Alasi she faints 

Away. 

PavL Francesca ! 

Frane. Paul is gene 1 I die ! 

* He calls Lanciotto. 

t-AImost ont of her senses with violent passìon. 

l Supporting his daughter. 
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Fatd, Francesca ! Help ! oh^ help ! 

Guido. ÌSj danghter! 

SCENE IV. 

Lanciotto and Paitl. ; 

Zane. Paul's yoìce ! A horrid light now bnrsts ' 

upon me. 
FatU. Sayage, Tejoice ! She's dead. Here let me die ! 
Begone I 

SCENE V. 

Lanciotto alone. 

Lane, Can it be trae that she lov'd hìm ì 
Pretending loye for me. No; this vile thought 
Comes from the deptfas of faelL Tet she has just 
Forbidden him to leave this place. Treaaon ! 
Th j mask is broken. TU discorer ali ! 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I. 

Lanciotto and the Page. 

Lane, Whatl Guido soon departsl I wish toseeher; 
Ay, to see Francesca. Bat^ hark ! who comes 
Here towards me ? Paul. 

Page, Tour brother. 

Lane, Ay, my brother» 
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SCENE IL 

Lanciotto alone. 

Lane. In trutb be ìs my brother ! and bis crime 
So mucb tbe worse. Sbe bated bim. False one ! 
And I believ'd ber words ! 'Twas bis absénce 
That made ber sbed so many bitter tears. 
Perbaps it is Francesca who bas ask'd bim 
To come again to Eimini to see ber. 
Wild tboogbts ! I must' subdue tbem, or tbis band 
Would quick drawfortb tbe sword 1 I dread to tbink. • . . 

SCENE IIL 
Guido and Lanciotto. 

Lane. Perbaps your daugbter wisbes to fly bence 
In baste, lest I sbould know wbitber sb^ goes; 
And you abet ber 1 

GvÀdo. 'Tis a needful step. 

Lane. Yon tben believe tbat sbe is guilty 1 

Guido, No. 

A cruci destiny condemns us ali 
To everlasting grief. 

Lane. Wbat ? dare you say 

Your daugbter is not guilty^ wben sbe bums 
Witb lawless love 1 

Guido. Bnt mucb against ber wilL 

Sbe longs to fly from bim. Sbe scarce again 
Her senses bad recover'd, wben I took ber, 
Buming witb sbame and anger, from tby sigbt. 
Well nigb forgetting tbat I was ber fatber, 
I dragg'd ber to tbe boly sbrino, and wav'd 
My sword aboye ber bead, and swore witb tbreats 




Tokm 

1£ Ae tfjs^osatied ;*e tntfc. Wiik hoBÓÀ 
Of giiif ikm ifake hj dkud: — 
lame Wkna^flkemjl 

Her iMMrk vpon aj swoid, and fix'J Wr cjbb 
AH kub'd in iean spoa me. Aie joa gvO^ I 
1 4s;ri««L Ah aofwer f Aie joa gsiityl 
Stie in ber mìaerj eosld soft speak a word; 
8{jie of wtymU her sotxow mord m j heait. 
I torn^d mj fiifce ande. Sbe da^'d m j lÌBeC» 
And wìih her ejes opon the gioand, cned ont — 
fAtlter ! rm ìttDoeeaL Tou swearf I sweac 
I dfìM m j ejett in sfleoee. Thrìoe she cned^ 
rm ittnoeenU Wìtli joj I threw awaj 
Mj gwinàf and ékufj^à her in mj arms; fi»r stìD, 
In ang<T aod in grie^ I am ber £&iher. 

Lane. MsidDet» ! sbe lores bim, and jet dares to boaai 
ller ionoeeoee ! Far from mj sìgbt sbe bopes 
In «flleijr to indulge ber love witb PaoL 
Vain bopes ! be fondljr tbinks to follow ber 
To Barenna. Wretcb ! tbou siili art in mj bands. 

Otddo» Talk net so wild. Bespect ai least mj age^ 
111 keep ber safe^ wbere jouli noi see ber more. 

SCENE IV. 
Lanciotto and Paul. 

L<mc» Vile wretcb, come forward. 
Paul. 'Tis not mj eastom 

To listen to sucb insult. In anotber 
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I soon would check these words. But I will strìre 
To recognise my father's rights in thee. 
Speak you to your brother or your subject f 

Lane. To my brother, Paul. Now can you answer me. 
Suppose she tras your wife, if some man stole 
Her heart away^ that man your dearest friend, 
One who, wLile he betray'd you, often pi^ess'd 
You as a loving brother in bis arms — 
Speak frankly — what would you .... 

Faul, I now can teli 

What it must cost you to be mercif al. 

Lane, You now can teli what it must cost me. You 
Just spoke of my late father. He was kind 
E*en when he thought bis children wrong. 

Patd. You alono- 

Were worthy to suoceed him. «What can I speak t 
My courage at your words has died away. 
I thought my spirit haughty, but it quails 
Before your foce. 

Lane, Speak. If she was your wife 1 

Faul, Francesca ! Why, in trnth I could uot bear 
The shadow of a rivai. 

Lan^c, Suppose a brother 

Dar'd to loro her ? 

Faul. He'd be no more my brother. 

Woe to the wretch who should but dare to loro her I 
"Woe to the wretch ! Td slay him with my sword, 
Ko matter who the cursed thief might be. 

Lane» I too do feel the self-same thirst for blood, 
And scarcely cau restrain the band that seeks 
The sword of vengeance. 'Tis by dint of force, 

o2 
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BeiìeTe me, tliat I check m jaell And yon 
Dare io confess jonr crime ! Dare to seduce 
Another's wìfe; and that man too joor brother ì 

Paul. Oh, hx lese deeplj cmel jon wonld he 
lì with thj sword yon look mj Me awaj ! 
I am no TÌlhùn. What ì Seduce a heart 
Pure as the angels that in Heaven live. 
No; it could neyer he. Whoerer loves 
Francesca is no YÌUain. HoweTer TÌle 
Hìs character before, hìs love of her 
Will pnrìfy bis life. Noble and high 
The heart that once that purest woman loyes ! 
And I, because I love her, try and striye 
To he religious, true, afiectìonate; 
And neither kiug nor bero ever felt 
A stronger spur to virtue than such love ! 

Lane, base and shameless wretch I What ! can. 
yovL dare 
To boast your passion for her to my face ì 

Fatti, Alas ! I weìl would know to hide my love, 
If it was merely passion 's guilty flame. 
But not less pare than boundless is its force. 
And I would die a tboosand deaths with joy 
Bather than stain her name. I now can see 
The strong necessity that I must go 
Abroad to traveL I pray you, for her sake 
Look on me as a brother lost for ever. 

Zane. Thy passion is not guilty? Have you not 
Made me for ever wretcbed ì I shall forget 
That I once had a brother well-belov'd ; 
But teli me, how can I from my wife's heart 
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Efface his imagel Will noi ber secret tbouglits 
•Be always with him wheresoe*er he goes j 
And I a hated husband at ber side. 
Sbe will not teli me so for pity's sake^ 
Bat I too soon will leam it. Sbe bates me^ 
And it is jovLy vile wretcb^ tbat are tbe cause. 

Fatd. I must confess I lo re ber; but do not 
Suspect Francesca. 

Lane» Wbat ! again, traitor ! 

You wish to blind me. But I know your tbongbts. 
Tou fear tbat I some day may vengeance talee 
TJpon ber, your Francesca. And so mucb 
Tbe more tbe fury seizes me. Have I not rigbt 
To slay ber? I, wbo am a reìgniug kìng, 
Deceived bnsband, and an outrag*d Prince. 
Let empty fame say of me wbat it will, 
'Twill cali you traitors. 

Patd. No, but fame will say, 

Wbat sin in Paul, ìf, wben ambassador, 
Sent in bis youtb to Guido's court, be bumt 
For tbe most loyely woman in tbe world? 
Wbat rigbt possess'd you tben upon ber will? 
Sbe bad not tben seen you. 'Twas policy 
Tbat made you wed ber. And are kìngs' sons free 
From tbe stroug passi ons tbat move otber men? 
Wby did you not first win ber beart before 
You made ber wife? 

Zane. Wbat bardibood ! You dare 

Insult to add to insult ! Am I king? 
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SCENE V. 

Guido, Francesca, and Uve tame. 

Frane. Father 1 I see them baekle on tbeir arms. 

Guido, Stop! Feacsel Enn^ed hrothers, drop these 
Bwords. 

Paul. YouVe robb*d me of what dearer is than lìfe. 
Come, kill me. Take what now is notiÙDg worth. 

Frane. Noi Takemylife. 'Tìs I who am the cause. 

Guido. My child ! 

Zane. Th j father's age, wìcked one, protects 

Thee in thy guilt. Remain thou in bis arma. 
Beware if he abandons thee, for ihen 
I will forget ihat royal is th j race^ 
And worse than skire Pll treat thee ; for, feur worse 
Than slave, a faithless wife, who breaks ber rows. 
Oh, these words drive me mad! How deep mj love! 
How fondly I ador'd you ! Yet, IVe been 
Despis'd by you. My heart, you know, is proad; 
Fierceàn its pride; andthere are ìnjuries 
So great, so deep, that cannot be forgiven. 
My honour would foibid me. Did I eay 
Honour) Ferhaps that word is new to you? 

Guido. Stop! • 

Lane. Nay, I must obey my honour's voice. 

Nor, when it speaks, can I anotber bear; 
But, where it calls, will draw my sword. 

Frane. Father 1 

He does not kill me. Ob, take thou my li£e ! 

Lane. What ! Do I ravel You frighten me 1 Guido ! 
When I shall feel the weight of years, and live 
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In recollections af tbe past^ and look 

Back coldly on the passage of m j youth^ 

Its 8Ìns and yirtBes ; tlien^ when I recali 

The memory of tbe wife, so well belovM, 

Who play'd me hdoe, I then sball feei again 

Ali my old ftiry burnìng in my lieart, 

And I will fly for refuge io tbe tomb^ 

To bidè my grìefs. Tbat day will never oome, 

For to tbe tomb sbe drìvee me now, and feels 

Her beart beat bigb witb pleasare at tbe ilM)ngbt. 

Twin be to ber a joy to see me die, 

And tbere will be anotber wbo will sbare 

Tbat Joy witb ber. 

Frane, Heaven, give me atrengtb 

To answer bim ! You say tbat I am deaf 
To bononr'e voice. If I bave lov'd your brotber, ♦ 
^Twas no base flame. A prince of Italy, 
A gallant knigbt, a stranger else to me. 
Botb king and people praìs'd bim, and I tben 
Was not thy wife. Weak arguments I Alas I 
Tby anger is too just. Fve not known bow 
To banisb my first passion from my beart; 
Bnt I bave strnggled bard, and to my deatb 
Would never bave disclos'd tbìs secret flame^ 
I swear to you, if Paul bad not come bome. 

FatU. Unhappy woman! 

Frane, Pardon bim at least 

Pardon in bim tby brotber, not my lover. 

Zane. You pray for Paul wicked one. You tbink 
Tbat you will botb bence from tbese walls escape. 
YonVe laid your plots to meet again. Perbaps 
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He has al ready promised to seize yen 
From thy owu fetlier's house? 

Paul, YillainousthoQglifc! 

Lane. What ! I a rillain ! * She sLall soon go hence^ 
But never more see you. My prison-bars 
Sball keep thee ìd ibis palace ali tby life. 

Paul. l'U never bear beneath my father's roof 
Sucb tyranny. 

La7i>c, I am tby king. Qive up 

Tby traitorous sword. 

Paul. Brotber yon disarm me. 

God! bow cbang'd tbou arti* 

Frane. mercy! Pani! 

Paul. Francesca l 

Lane. Woman ! 

Guido. Come ! fly from bis rage. 



ACT V. 
SCENE I. 

Tkere U a Lamp in the room. Francesca and Guido. 

Frane. Wbal! youVe appeased bira? 

Guido. Wben be saw me cornei 

He rose in terror from bis bed. "0 God ! 
Tbe day is come/' be cried, "tbe fe.tal day 
Tbat robs me of Francesca. I at once 
Gbange ali my plans. I cannot live witbout ber." 
A flood of bitter tears tben burst upon 

* Fani i8 disarmed by tbe ^ards. 
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His face. Now ragìng, when he spoke your name, 
Kext mìuate, full o£ love, he wept for youi 
Long time I held him in my anns, and w6pt 
In company with him, lettinghis grief 
Preely discharge itself. Then, with soft woids 
I sooth'd him, nrging it was hest for both, 
That without meeting him you shoold depart 
Come ! let ns go 1 

Frane. Patherl it cannot be. 

If I do not now see him, never more 
l'il see his fisice. There's anger in his heart 
Agaìnst me, add I wish to be conyiuc'd 
Of his forgiveness. 

Guido, Galm yourself. Already 

He pardons yon. Nay, more. He promis'd me 
Eyen to forgive Paul. 

Frane. happy news ! 

But in this holy moment do not speak 
That name which duty bids me to forget^ 
And snob my wish and struggle. It already 
Strikes with lesi^ force npon my heart. Already 
Virtne regains its ancient influence — 
Kepentance for the past, and thoaghts for him 
Alone, the husband that you chose for me, 
Bat whom I could not love. Oh, let me speak 
To him once morel Nay, do not take offence, 
Bnt seek for me this &Yonr. I desire 
To show him my remorse for many foiults, 
My little gratitnde for ali his love. 
I long to throw myself before his feet, 
To pray that he may not despise me. Qol 



48 nuuMEsoà DA sooon. 

Teli him that if we cutnot meet once more, 
Ali hope of HeaTen's pardon will eeem sliat 
Against me. 

Guido, I will hitber hniig Um coen, 
As you 00 8tn>nglj wkh. 

SCENE II. 
Francesca alane. 

Frane. How, for over, 

Beloved Bimini 1 I will leave jonr walls 1 
Bear city ! eeene of so much joy and grief 
Te me ! fiEurewell ! Giadle of these prìnoes 1 
For whom, God of mercy, my last prayer 
I bere ponr forth. Oh, do not skat thine ears 
Against me, tiboiigh Pm gniity. For myself 
I do not pray, bnt for these brothers' sake. 
Oh, may thy rìgbt band be tbeir «bield ! but, bark ! 
Wbo Comes? 

SCENE III. 
Paul and F&aucesca. 

Paul. Ojoy! Obappinees! Agun 

Once more I see yoo. Stopl ìf you fly benee 
PU follow yott. 

Frane. Rasbmaa! aivay! leave mei 

Wbat mean tbese arms? 

Fard. Tre boagbt my giiaa*ds wxik gold 

To givo me liberty. 

Frane. OGodl mote crimes! 

Fuìil, Nay. Bat on pnrpose to prevent worse Crimea, 
Pve bitber foro*d my way. My blood alone 
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Would never quench mj brother's jealous rage. 
Tour death, beli ève me, is alreadj plann'd. 
It ìs a horrid dream which drives me bere. 
My eyes were dos'd in sleep ; wbat cruel sigbts 
Elìtted aerosa my mind 1 Methìnks I saw tbee 
Batb'd in your blood, gaspìng in yain for lìfe. 
I tbrew myself upon tbe ground. Yoa sbriek'd 
My name, and died. desperate madness ! 
I waken'd; but thy bloody image stili 
Stands straigbt before my eyes. Just see 
How tbe death-sweat doth triekle from my bair, 
Wbile I relate tbìs dream. 

Frane. Ob, cairn yourself ! 

Fatti, I rose a madman, brib'd tbe men with gold. 
And seized tbis sword. Alas ! a boirid dread 
Possess'd me that l'd nerer see tbee more. 
Here I bave foand tbee ! my great delight ! 
Queen of my bearti Oommand me as you pkasel 
I long to die for tbee. 

Frane, Madman! return 

Agaìn into tbyself. Tbat man wbom yoa 
So deeply injur'd^ pardons us already. 
Fly bence ! Wbat do you bope? 

Faul, TiU I see tbee, 

Safe witb tby fatber, leare tbese palace-walls, 
I never will forsake tbee. Horrid signs 
Against tby life affrìgbt me. Ab ! I fear 
You love me not. Your naanner is too cairn. 

Frane, I am resign'd to wbat I cannot belp. 

Faul. Come, teli me wben and wbere sball we a^in 
Meet one anotber ì 
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Frane, If on eartb, our love 

Must fiist be qneBch'd. It is a sin. 

Pafd, Never. 

Then never ehall we meet agaìn. Fiancesoa ! 
Here lay thy band npon my heart. Just feel 
How fierce it throbs. It will the sooner rest. 

Frane, God of love ! 

Favi, I would bave worshipp'd tliee ! 

No day had pass'd but l'd bave tried to add 
Fresb bappiness to tby life — some new deligbt. 
You would bave made me, encbantiug tbougbt! 
Fatber of bappy cbildren, like yourself ; 
And l'd bave taugbt tbem, next to God above, 
To bonour and to love tbee, as I love. 

Frane, Even to bear snob words is sin in me. 

Favi, Wilt tbou be never mine 1 

Frane, 111 ne'er forget 

How deep a debt of gratìtude I owe 
My busband, and bis noble sacrifices. 
New bear my solemn oatb. If unjust fate 
Sball bring bim to bis gnwe before my deatb^ 
I will for ever wear a widow's weeds; 
Nor by my love of tbee, save in my beart, 
Offend bis memory. 

Favi, Yon mucb mistake me. 

I feign no wicked omens. My brotber lives. 
And kills me. Far from bis rage, Francesca ! 
Long may yon live, and love me in your beart. 
Yes; often in your melancboly dreams 
You'li see my sbade. 1*11 stili stand at tby side. 
And worsbip tbee for ever. 
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Frane, madman i 

Pavl, Both God and man to us were tyranny ! 

Frane. Compose yourself. Your rage will ruin us. - 
Fatber^ where art thou ? 

Taul. He forfeits ali bis rights 

Over bis cbìldren, wbo, to sait bis ends 
Of worldly policy, compels tbeir bearts. 
Wbo drown'd in grief tbè flower of tby youtb, 
And rais'd tbis fatai strnggle in tby beart, 
Wbicb^ like a fever, bums tbee. Is it not 
Tby fatber wbo bas brougbt your blooming life 
Just to tbe gates of deatb % 

Frane, . Wbat impions words 

Bnrst from tby lips! I bear a noise. 

Paul, No man 

Sball take tbee from my arms. 

LAST SCENE. 
Guido, Lanciotto, and the same. 

Lane, Db, wbat a sigbt ! 

'Tis Paul ! I am betrayed by my guarda. 
Is it to be a witness of sucb guilt, 
Guido, tbat tbou bast call'd me ? 'Twas ber trick 
On purpose to eend for me. Do tbey wisb 
To fly, or are tbey rebels ì Let tbem die. 

Paul, False suspicions ! 

Guido, Daugbter I You compel me 

To curse tbee. 

Patii, Francesca ! see aU bate tbee, 

Wbile I alone defend tbee. 
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Frane, Brothers ! Peace 1 

I rush between jonr swords^ who am the cause 
Of ali this gnilt. 

Lane. Then die.* 

Guido, Oh, horrid sight ! 

Lane. Come, wretch^ defend jourself ! 

Paul. Here piange thy sword 

Into my heart.f 

Guido. What hast thou done ì 

Lane. O God ! 

What streams of blood ! 

Paul. Francesca ! 

Frane. father ! 

You did carso me.. 

Guido. Danghter ! I pardon thee 1 

Paul. Francesca l pardon me 1 'Tis I who av^ 
The cause of thj foul massacro. 

Franc.X Alas ! 

Eternai panishment in hell awaits us. 

Paul. Eternai be our love. She*s dead. I die. 

Lane. She's dead ! Paul ! 'twas yoa gare me 
this sword. 
Let it now tum on me. 

Guido. ^^Jj stay thy hand ! • 

For blood enough has been already shed 
To make to-morrow's san blnsh at the sight. 

* Lanciotto stabs ber. 
t Lanciotto Btabs Paul. :|: Dylng. 
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